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From this vantage point, Kip Harsdale could see out to the 

boundaries of campus, and then, looking east, on into Ever-

port. Between the two was a meandering black line where 

no light shone. By day this was a ribbon of river that made 

its way to the Atlantic after wandering across the low, flat 

coastal plain. In severe weather, the river could flood its 

banks, and a storm surge from hurricanes had been known 

to travel inland some distance so as a precaution, the 

school’s founders—farmers, all—had built up the center of 

campus using wagons and wheelbarrows filled with dirt 

and stones. The water tower sat atop an even taller mound.  

Beyond the river, lights marked a rough outline of the 

village. Modest by any standard, Everport had the requisite 

pizza joints and bank branches a nearby college demanded; 

some of the junior faculty lived there, too. In town along 

Main Street, attorneys operated out of store fronts classed 

up with brick exteriors, glass, and brass door handles. 

There were options for used furniture or clothes on con-

signment, a garage for car repairs where the parking lot was 

always overflowing, a locksmith, a music store. Dyeing to 

Please trained beauticians and promised discount rates for 

styling done by students; its neighbor Permanent Markers 

left a sandwich sign on the sidewalk advertising weekly 
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specials on tattoos. Jumbo’s Diner anchored the town’s 

busiest corner.  

Brunswick lay another ten miles east; it showed up in 

the night sky as a faint glow on the clouds. Getting to town 

took almost half an hour by car on account of country roads 

that had to submit to the river and only one bridge. It was 

an hour in a kayak on a clear day, and there were docks for 

tying up or beaches for dragging out. Hitchhikers into town 

were usually lucky if they waited long enough; a bus 

passed by twice daily and once on weekends.  

Campus at this time of night was illuminated by lights 

on poles that marched along sidewalks between buildings. 

Many of these poles had call boxes with security phones 

strapped to them. These were largely ornamental, since stu-

dents routinely arrived with cells stuffed in a pocket or 

backpack, but the call boxes gave parents a sense of relief 

when they left daughters and sons behind. Occasionally 

Kip’s office in the portable got a message from one of these 

phones—pranks, mostly, ordering tacos.  

Bright, then, and quiet as he stood atop Larburg. He 

liked this old building with its brick exterior and heavy 

drain spouts. The cupola gave it a classic touch, too, as old 

as Renaissance Italy and as common as southern planta-

tions. From here, the campus spread out in a semi-circle, 

easy to see and admire. 

Kip made his early morning rounds several times each 

week, checking that first-years weren’t trying to become 

famous, or that amorous couples weren’t lurking in nooks 

or crannies. The college made no secret of its standards, nor 

did they offer apologies or demonstrate eagerness to en-

gender discussion for the sake of relevance. Students want-
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ed greater laxity. Alumni, and key stakeholders, with their 

thumbs on the balance of power, did not. A lot of Kip’s job 

revolved around No. 

He continued his scan. The library closed at midnight, 

but most students had vacated it by ten. Later in the term, 

both the hours and patronage there would expand as stu-

dents became more serious about approaching exams. But 

just a few weeks into the semester, few had such worries. 

Nothing moved along the brick path towards the quad. The 

dining commons wouldn’t be serving breakfast for another 

four hours, and no classrooms were generally accessible, 

either.  

Kip allowed himself a quick look upward. According 

to the barometer back near his portable, a low pressure sys-

tem was on its way, which meant a little wind after sunrise. 

He laced up steel-toed boots, returned his gear to the back-

pack, and fished out his radio from the jumble of metal and 

plastic in the large zippered pocket.  

After sliding the radio back into its holster, Kip walked 

over to the parapet and ran his hands along the smooth iron 

rail. Even up here, B&G kept things in good shape, paint-

ing the metal each year to stay ahead of the rust. Kip 

pushed and tugged at the railing. Plenty strong. The rooftop 

door opened easily with a key from the ring hooked to his 

pack.  

On the way down, he reviewed his schedule for the 

daylight hours, when campus was bustling. The only half-

way interesting part would be a look around the Science 

Center. His boss Phil Washer had told him the day before 

about a call from one of the profs there. He’d smelled 

smoke in the atrium, Phil had said, but found nothing out of 
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place. Kip had asked if it was just a Chem lab experiment 

gone haywire, but Washer didn’t see the humor in that. 

“Besides,” said the head of Buildings and Grounds. 

“All the labs are on the second floor. Atrium’s on the main 

level.” 

 

 

Across the river, past Everport, over in Brunswick near the 

warehouses on the banks of St. Simons’s Sound, a brew 

pub—the Crashing Boar, with its predictable logo embla-

zoned on a wooden shield hanging from a rod suspended 

above the entrance—was hosting its occasional gathering 

of ne’er-do-wells. The pub sat near the end of what had 

been a row of storage facilities for one of the seafood com-

panies based in this part of southern Georgia. Economic 

forces had squeezed companies out of business, and this 

building had languished until a consortium of developers 

and speculators quietly took it out of receivership for pen-

nies on the dollar. The Crashing Boar had been their first 

venture, and with weekend traffic alone, their investment 

was paying off at a rate exceeding expectations. 

One of the Boar’s virtues was its multiple points of en-

trance and egress, on account of the alleys necessary for the 

deliveries and collections essential for the building’s previ-

ous owners. Another was its back room. 

On this evening, a half-dozen young men sat around a 

stressed oak table in that back room. A young woman, 

wearing camo pants and a black tank top, also occupied a 

seat at the round table covered by ash trays, peanut shells, 

glass mugs, platters of chicken wings, and pitchers of beer. 

The room had two doors and no windows; its light came 
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from bare bulbs hanging by black wires. Speakers above 

the doors offered Country, but volume was at the discretion 

of the room’s occupants. 

“So, what I was gonna tell you,” said one of the young 

men, tapping the yellow legal pad in front of him. He was 

trying to gain a hearing from the others around him. “Is I 

got this list from Muffraw.” 

Instantly the others’ chatter ceased, and the room was 

still except for Kenny Rogers. The young woman rose from 

her seat and went to the doorway closest to her. She dialed 

down the volume control, then slipped back into her chair. 

“Muffraw?” another young man asked. 

The first speaker nodded, pleased to be the center of at-

tention. And rightly so, as Muffraw, a friend of an ac-

quaintance of the speaker’s older brother, was a legend at 

UDays. 

“So that’s what he’s done?” the young woman asked, 

pointing at the legal pad. 

The boy who held it shook his head. “No. It’s what 

he’s recommending.” 

“You mind passing what you got around?” the woman 

in camo asked. 

“How ‘bout I just read it?” 

She hesitated, then nodded. 

During his recitation, peanut shells cracked and more 

clouds of cigar smoke formed near the ceiling, but nobody 

else spoke. When he finished, the room erupted with ques-

tions and side conversations. All agreed that the list of sug-

gestions was outstanding.  

“That last idea’s the best.”  

“You ever heard of that happening here?”  
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“No way!” 

“But we gotta wait, right?” 

“Yeah, but—” 

After a few moments, the young woman pushed her 

chair back and stood once more. “Boys,” she said, gestur-

ing at the yellow pad. “This is the stuff of which legends 

are made.” 

Grins and high fives passed around the table. Her left 

hand reached for a tall glass. There was a silver ring on the 

thumb, and a Celtic knot tattooed just below the elbow, on 

the inside of her forearm. Feathers wrapped by copper wire 

dangled from her ears. 

“Fill ‘em up, gents.” Pitchers circulated, allowing each 

to pour a generous round. She raised her foaming drink and 

waited for silence. “A toast as our company embarks on a 

new year.” Each glass was extended toward her. “To the 

foolishness we’ve been part of, and the trouble we’re about 

to get into.” 
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The lists were endless.  

He tried to impress the enormity of his task on his sec-

retary, tried to convince his wife that the too-small desk in 

his undersized office fairly buckled under the weight of pa-

perwork needing his attention. The dean was, as usual, un-

responsive to pleas for aid, and completely unaware of all 

the responsibilities incumbent upon a department chair. 

The agenda he consulted was bursting, failing in its at-

tempt to record and recall his many meetings and appoint-

ments. To hear that a computer would assist was ludicrous 

in the extreme. A labor saving device? Pshaw. And how 

might one use a fountain pen with a computer? Tablet, in-

deed. He reached for the tea cup neatly centered between 

leather bolsters on the avocado blotter. Earl Grey, hot: civi-

lization in the palm of his hand.  

Richard Lear allowed himself a moment’s peace while 

he savored the brew. It came from England, loose leaves 

wrapped in lightly waxed paper that lined a plain box. Such 

comforts were essential for meeting the demands of his life. 

He set the cup on its saucer, stood, and went to the full 

length mirror fixed to the inside of his office closet’s door. 

White hair, thick as boxwood, lay in neat whorls framing a 
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tanned face. Navy ascot suitably fluffed, starched shirt as 

crisp and bright as a cutter’s sails, tweed jacket (a grey Har-

ris, from Harrod’s) hanging nicely on a trim frame a hand-

breadth under two meters. He shot cuffs through the jack-

et’s sleeves, flicked a speck of lint from dark slacks, and 

ran his cordovan loafers under the motorized brush which 

brought the deep burgundy leather to a brighter shine. An 

attentive combing of the dense, silver goatee. Once more 

into the breach, he told himself, shutting the door.  

After reading British literature at university—in Brit-

ain, as he was fond of saying—Richard Lear had developed 

a schema for understanding and elucidating the classics. 

This in turn served as the basis for the lectures he gave each 

fall for Introduction to Literature at University of Days. 

Every presentation was finely honed and comprehensive, 

designed to bring the hidden virtues of Homer, Dante, Eyre, 

and Eliot to light. Students rarely raised questions once he 

had finished his delivery.  

Examinations tested comprehension, not so much of 

the source material as of Dr. Lear’s own interaction with it. 

Once students learned to grasp what he was saying, they 

came to appreciate the literature which gave rise to his re-

marks. Of this the English department’s chair had no doubt. 

Hand still on the door knob, his gaze fell on one of the 

framed photographs sitting on the wide windowsill to his 

left. A fair-haired girl on a swing in autumn; a bright 

patchwork of leaves covered the ground. The girl wore a 

plaid dress and a sober expression. Her feet pointed at the 

camera while a man well back of the girl appeared ready to 

receive her, to give her another push. His hands were 

poised, his face screwed up in concentration. 
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Lear shook off the memory, willed himself to the brass 

knob, the wooden floor, the patterned rug. In twenty 

minutes, he would be lecturing first year students on 

Shakespeare. A thrill ran through him as he anticipated do-

ing battle, yet again, with ignorance.  

 

 

Richard Lear’s approach to teaching confused students. 

Most coming into the University from high school or an-

other college assumed their professor would touch on the 

main points of the books they read, and that so long as they 

demonstrated a passing knowledge of Pride and Prejudice, 

or A Tale of Two Cities, or  A Midsummer Night’s Dream, 

they would be suitably rewarded. Indeed, many figured that 

watching the movie versions while answering email or lis-

tening to music would suffice. This left new students enter-

ing Introduction to Literature—a class required for gradua-

tion and taught only by Richard Lear—woefully unpre-

pared. It was not unusual for more than eighty per cent of 

those in the class to fail Dr. Lear’s first exam.  

Fortunately for these students, The Study Group was 

available to lend aid. 

Shortly after that initial test, a rumor would begin to 

circulate, whispers regarding a remedy for what threatened 

to infect the GPA of students unaccustomed to flunking a 

course, and dreading the prospect of having to repeat it 

with this same instructor. The Study Group, composed of 

upper class students, offered to assist—for a modest fee—

first years with the vagaries of Intro to Lit.  

The innocuous name provided thin cover for what was 

essentially sanctioned extortion. The administration knew 



53 
 

about TSG, of course, but chose to turn a blind eye as its 

existence forestalled the need to confront Richard Lear. A 

scrim of respectability had been pulled in front of the 

Group, justifying it by reasoning that since the school pro-

vided tutorial services for a range of subjects, one more 

would not be problematic.  

That money changed hands was slightly less easy to 

ignore, until it had been pointed out that the students offer-

ing assistance were enrolled at the University. This made 

TSG, in effect, an initiative the school already paid for out 

of the tuition and fees it received from those upperclass-

men. Charges such as fees imposed by The Study Group 

were justified in terms of value added. Tortuous logic, ad-

mittedly, but preferable to a dustup with the English de-

partment’s chair. 

TSG mentors for their part viewed Introduction to Lit-

erature as UDays’ equivalent to freshman hazing, and stu-

dents who had survived the class firmly believed others 

should go through the same experience. English majors 

who had taken more than one course with Dr. Lear were 

also enlisted in TSG, lending credibility to its efforts. Any 

student was welcome to take advantage of the Group’s ex-

pertise; payment was strictly by cash.  

Leadership for The Study Group cycled annually as 

seasoned hands passed on their coveted role to others 

deemed worthy. These became custodians of a decade’s 

worth of previous exams as well as a full set of lectures 

stored as mp3 files, acquired through industry and subter-

fuge. Patterns had been detected and catalogued to the point 

that accurate predictions regarding Lear’s testing could be 

made. Their results were impressive. 
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Richard Lear, nearly the only University figure oblivi-

ous to the existence and effects of TSG, was gratified to 

find each fall that after a dismal showing in the early weeks 

of his course, students who had been so badly prepared for 

the demands of post-secondary education had finally real-

ized the need for rigorous study in preparation for his ex-

aminations. Grades for most improved dramatically follow-

ing the mid-term break, which left him all the more sure of 

his approach to pedagogy. Class evaluations, most of which 

were written in praise of both the instructor and his meth-

ods by those hoping for a spot on The Study Group’s team, 

affirmed these conclusions, which in turn calcified Dr. 

Lear’s position and insured the longevity of the Group. 
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Faculty meetings, thought Cleveland Alabama, are doomed 

by their very intention. To gather academicians for consid-

eration of issues where decisions need to be reached? Of 

course discussion will be required. Of course disagreement 

is likely. Of course there would be dithering when it came 

time to reach an actual conclusion. After all, these people 

got to where they are by virtue of their willingness to ex-

amine issues from every angle, to make room for possibili-

ties, to find delight in new ideas. They have been rigorously 

trained against making premature decisions; they have an 

innate predilection for staying open-ended.  

Why do we bother? 

Cleveland Alabama sighed. He played this tape before 

every faculty meeting, never hearing a different answer. 

What was that definition of crazy? Right: doing the same 

thing over and over and expecting a different result. He re-

called his own assessment of such meetings when he was a 

faculty member, how he had seen the interminable late af-

ternoon sessions in those rooms as time logged in a logic-

free zone.  

But there was no relief in sight. Faculty meetings were 

part of the tradition, not only at University of Days, but 
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throughout academia. Professors gathered with their cups 

of coffee or thermoses of tea, in their bifocals, mismatched 

ties, and sneakers, grousing about student ineptitude or 

some new policy emanating from remote, uninformed lead-

ership. The provost, who stood between the faculty and the 

administration, had to balance both concerns, which was, of 

course, nearly impossible.  

He called the meeting to order, urged a peaceful pro-

cess, and promised a timely dismissal.  

They began with low level matters—reminders of ap-

proaching deadlines, dates for future meetings. The chap-

lain took five minutes to preview the semester’s spiritual 

life emphasis week.  Alabama often included the chaplain, 

a man he admired, as a way of setting a tone. Peter Howell 

had a ready laugh and a perennially calm heart; the provost 

wished his schedule allowed more time with the man. To-

day, the reverend had been double-booked, however, so the 

moment his announcement was over, Reverend Howell 

scurried out for a meeting with students. Dr. Alabama 

would have liked his support while facing the elephant in 

the room.  

In some ways, Cleveland Alabama missed his old life 

as a faculty member. Even serving as a dean had kept him 

close to the front lines with students and in close touch with 

other professors. But functioning now as provost meant he 

had crossed over to the dark side; he was part of ‘them’ ac-

cording to faculty who were ‘us’.  

Every school was much the same, recognizing the di-

vide between teachers and administrators; the rift was evi-

dent in elementary school and became more pronounced as 

the level of education increased. The two factions got along 
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with varying degrees of civility, but inevitably there came a 

clash when the one wanted the other’s compliance regard-

ing a policy or process. Often, money was involved. 

In his rational mind, Alabama was committed to doing 

what he could to dismantle the wall that separated them: it 

was an unnecessary barrier to smooth functioning, and a 

serious impediment to community. But part of him also 

missed being among the ‘us’.   

His task today was to garner faculty input regarding 

UDays’ next president. This meeting was likely to be 

viewed as little more than window dressing around a deci-

sion that would be made entirely without their input, but 

Alabama wanted to change their perception. As best as he 

could determine, the trustees actually were prepared to lis-

ten to the University’s faculty on this matter. He wanted 

people in this room to grasp that, to believe it; he hoped to 

guide the discussion so that he could emerge with specific 

suggestions and concerns to push up the chain of command. 

Cleveland Alabama was cautiously optimistic about 

his prospects.  

The tragic death of Bennett Arthur had made an im-

pression on most of the faculty. They might not, in princi-

ple, have been wildly enthusiastic about all he had done or 

omitted during his term as president, but to go out in such a 

fashion left most of them subdued in their protests. And not 

a few, Alabama speculated, felt remorse at having harbored 

grudges that now would be unresolved. He expected con-

sideration of Dr. Arthur’s successor might proceed with a 

measure of respect and professionalism; he allowed himself 

to anticipate a meeting that ended before dark. 
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When Richard Lear rose to speak on the matter, how-

ever, Cleveland Alabama’s blood pressure ticked up. The 

English professor was unpredictable. He could simply be 

forgettable, but he might also state an opinion forcefully 

that would on principle, be opposed by others in the room. 

In addition, Alabama found the man’s plummy accent off-

putting. If the whisperings he heard from others were indic-

ative, so did a number of the faculty. As he knew from the 

man’s files, Dr. Lear had been born and raised in Iowa.  

“Of course, my first question, once we are satisfied 

that the man’s family has been well cared for, and that the 

University’s mission will continued unabated, is whether 

the trustees will be considering internal candidates.” Rich-

ard Lear might decimate run-on sentences when produced 

by his students in the papers he required, but they were his 

stock in trade when addressing a public forum. The English 

department’s chair swept the room with eyes set deep be-

neath thick white brows and then rested his gaze on the 

provost’s face. “Can you speak to this matter with confi-

dence, sir, knowing as you must how our esteemed col-

leagues among the school’s leadership intend to pursue this 

matter of utmost importance as they move forward, one 

would presume, with alacrity to resolve it?” 

Colleagues? Alabama resisted the urge to respond im-

mediately, choosing instead to wait a moment. He had an-

ticipated this question, and had a reply, but he wanted to 

hear what other voices might add to this topic.  

“Ah, Dr. Alabama?” Lauren Mifflewhite was raising 

one hand rather timidly while using the other to cover her 

mouth as she cleared her throat. “I, too, had a similar ques-

tion, but for, perhaps, a different reason.” 



59 
 

Several around the table chuckled, which startled the 

math professor. Then, realizing the implications of what 

she had said, Lauren Mifflewhite’s face turned as red as a 

tourist’s sunburn. “What I mean to say,” she sputtered, “is 

that in my view, University of Days is poised at the edge of 

an opportunity. Regardless of who fills the position, we 

need someone with vigor and fresh ideas, to carry us for-

ward. In light of our history, we should find a person who 

will wear well, too, since presidents at UDays seem to have 

lengthy terms.” Dr. Mifflewhite stopped speaking sudden-

ly, and then squeaked, “I’m done.” 

“I don’t believe an internal candidate would be suffi-

cient.” This was Joshua Cole, from Philosophy. “I would 

concur with Dr. Mifflewhite, that whoever next occupies 

the office will need the sort of perspective those already 

associated with the University simply lack. Look around,” 

Cole said, taking in the room with a wave of the hand. 

“How many of us have been here for at least five years? 

Ten? Twenty? We might have come to UDays eager to 

change things, but we have by now accommodated to it.” 

Cleveland Alabama noted murmurs of assent around 

the table. 

“Now see here,” said Richard Lear, rising once more to 

his feet. “The voice of experience is not one that should, by 

any reasonable standard, be excluded or ignored, nor 

should it be devalued lest those doing so face the perils of 

neglecting all that has been responsible for leading us into 

these present days.”  

The provost hid a yawn behind hands that were, osten-

sibly, rubbing his eyes. He wondered if Lear even knew 

what he was saying at times. The English department’s 
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chair continued. “While familiarity may well breed con-

tempt, that need not always be case, particularly where the 

matter of governance is concerned, as the histories of many 

nations so demonstrate—” 

“The OT record of kings after David being, perhaps, an 

exception,” Claudio Knox said under his breath. Cole, the 

philosophy prof, snickered at the remark made by his col-

league from Bible & Religion. 

“—when there has been a coup d’etat or some other ef-

fort to interrupt a peaceful process of transition when cir-

cumstances have called for such to occur.” Richard Lear 

stopped briefly to collect more air, which allowed the prov-

ost to interrupt. 

“Your point, then, Dr. Lear?” 

“My point, sir, is based on the conviction that it serves 

the institution and her constituency well to give careful 

consideration to a suitable internal candidate as a way of 

maintaining the equilibrium thus far established, and to 

avoid any perturbation in the operations of this University 

during a season of unanticipated tumult in light of the un-

fortunate circumstance surrounding the very need for a re-

placement.” 

“You’re saying that an insider would keep the peace?” 

Joshua Cole asked. 

Richard Lear, reluctant to sit in case he lose control of 

the floor, addressed the philosophy professor with a sniff. 

“I believe that is what I have just articulated.” 

“Excuse me,” said Etta Winston, “but is peace what we 

need? I mean, I’m all for a lack of turmoil. Goodness 

knows, I have more than enough of that in my life. But 

when I look around, I wonder if UDays is too peaceful. Is it 
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possible that we’re trundling along, fat and happy, but not 

facing the realities of what’s ahead of us? Can we really 

hope to be viable in the next decade or two if we don’t 

make some changes here?” 

Richard Lear had been lowering himself into his chair 

as Etta Winston was speaking, but the Art teacher’s re-

marks made him straighten once more. Cleveland Alabama 

caught his eye, and motioned with his hand. The English 

professor reluctantly gave way to gravity. 

“I wonder if we might probe that matter of change for 

a moment,” the provost said, his voice warm, his hands 

folded before him on the table. “In your view,” here he 

made eye contact with several in the room, to indicate that 

he was using the second person plural, “what changes are 

most essential for University of Days?” 

The silence following his comment alerted the provost 

to his error. 

“Let me rephrase that,” he said before anyone could 

speak. Nervous laughter rippled around the room. “Apart 

from the need for higher salaries, more time for research, 

smaller class size, and teacher assistants,” he grinned, 

showing that he was in fact, aware of the most common 

gripes, “what needs to happen for UDays to stay viable? 

And let me add this, as well: I am not simply interested in 

what makes us successful financially, and certainly not in 

how we win at the expense of others. Indeed, if you will 

permit me, I would have us think not only in terms of our 

own comforts and desires, but also about the contribution 

we might make to the wider good.” 

This time, the quiet was of a different order. Hands and 

feet fidgeted, throats cleared. Dr. Cleveland Alabama re-
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minded himself that while, in the language of UDays’ doc-

trinal statement, the people in this room might be at bottom 

vile sinners, they still had good hearts. Something of value 

might come of this meeting after all.  
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Sleep is the image of death; waking replays the resurrec-

tion. What meets you as the day begins and life resumes? 

Peter did not need an alarm clock. Three decades liv-

ing voluntarily under Benedictine rule had calcified a habit 

of early mornings. His eyes snapped open long before dawn 

every day. Equally routine were the day’s first statement 

and question.  

What meets you as the day begins? 

Cicely’s foot pressed against his calf; the rest of her 

body lay close to the bed’s far edge. She had a cold, and 

wary of contagion, kept her distance. But he preferred to 

take the risk. He listened to her labored breathing.  

What meets me? This woman in my bed. Welcome, 

but still new, much newer than the rhythms ingrained by a 

past life. He had vaguely imagined a family while in col-

lege, but his calling, graduate school, and then parish com-

mitments in far-flung places consumed him. A lively col-

lection of friends occupied what little time and energy re-

mained.  

He had considered vows, to formalize what was turn-

ing out to be a choice more than a failure to act. Then the 

cancer had trooped in, taken over, laid him low. It made 
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him ponder: eternity was fixed for him, certain; more press-

ing was his legacy. What was he leaving? New questions 

stirred; the reduction of organs through surgery gave room 

for his heart to enlarge. The unexpected gift of illness was a 

set of longings he had not previously entertained with any 

avidity. 

But: sick, aged, incomplete, ingrained habits from a 

lifetime of solitude—who would risk a relationship with 

such a person? One, it seemed, who brought soup during 

his prolonged recovery and therapy. She stayed to talk; she 

listened well. Cicely had been a nurse first, then a confi-

dante, then necessary.  

And now? A guilty pleasure. The phrase leapt at him, 

quiet and sure as a cat. He smiled at that juxtaposition, real-

izing how often both sensations rose in him. 

Peter folded back the comforter and slid off the mat-

tress. He found slippers and a robe in the dark, felt his way 

to the door. Lifting it on its hinges prevented a squeak. The 

burble and aroma of coffee downstairs drew him towards 

the kitchen, where a light burned above the stove. He re-

moved the glass carafe before the brewing was done, caus-

ing an errant drop to fall to the warming plate and hiss. A 

cup lay inverted on a dish towel from the previous night’s 

washing up; he filled it and replaced the carafe to collect 

the last ounces of java. The switch from tea during his 

years south of the equator had become permanent. Yellow 

pears in a wooden bowl, spotted like the backs of his hands, 

were soft to his touch. He put one on a plate, pulled a knife 

from the block, and padded to his study. 

A Psalm, a few pages of desert fathers; he augmented 

readings with slices of fruit and slugs of the Jamaican Blue 
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Mountain brew. Bright and bitter, both edges of life. The 

daily office he said on his knees, pressed into the thick 

wool of a rug bought during student days, while studying in 

Damascus. By the time his prayers were finished, the pic-

ture window at his back was admitting wisps of daylight. 

He rose, laid the strand of mahogany beads into its copper 

urn, turned to face the sun. The resurrection replayed. He 

wanted more coffee. 

 

 

Cicely was in the kitchen, pulling bags and boxes from the 

cupboards. Peter circled her waist from behind, pulled her 

close. She set a canister of flour on the counter and turned 

to face him. 

“I’m sick, Howell,” she said. “Keep your distance.” 

“A small price to pay,” he replied, and kissed her. 

She leaned away, grinning. “Your funeral, Bub,” she 

said, a hand ruffling his hair. Then she pulled his head to 

hers and kissed him back. 

“I’ve been dead,” he said, when there was finally air to 

speak. “So there’s no fear of that.” The doctors had resusci-

tated him during an operation provoked by the illness. 

“Bub?” Some of these American expressions still startled 

him.  

“In your native tongue, it’s somewhere between a 

bloke and a blighter,” she said. “Sheesh, having to explain 

everything sort of takes away the charm.” 

“Of course. Sorry.” He pecked her cheek and released 

her. “What are you making?” 



66 
 

“Bagels.” She opened the dishwasher, drew out a 

measuring cup, rinsed it in the sink. “Can you reach the 

salt?” 

He grabbed the box next to the stove and slid it down 

the counter. “I thought you were sick,” he reminded her. 

“Feed a cold, starve a fever,” she said, holding up a 

hand as he began to protest. “Conventional wisdom, and 

beyond contestation.” She ran water in the sink until it be-

came hot, then filled a mason jar. Its glass sides steamed. 

Cicely opened a bag, measured two heaping spoons of 

brown sugar into the jar, followed those with a scant meas-

ure of yeast. Moments after she stirred the mixture, tan 

foam formed on the water’s surface. She poured the dark 

liquid into a metal mixing bowl. 

“Of course, I won’t eat all of these,” Cicely said. “I’ll 

keep one or two for you. The rest are for Skyler and Reed. 

Amy’s bringing them over later this morning.” She dumped 

in flour from a canister, turned the mixer on low. Its motor 

growled, churning ingredients with a dough hook. 

He had a full day on campus and would be out; he 

would miss them. A desolation: he loved Cicely’s kids, and 

their kids. Six years into a marriage he never saw coming 

and he still marveled at the grace that set him into such a 

family.  

A frown clouded his face, passed. Cicely touched his 

cheek and his brow smoothed. “Did you remember they’ll 

be here Saturday, to help you with the dock? We could 

grill.” 

“Burgers and brats,” he said, cheered.  

Cicely’s left eyebrow arched. 
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“Bratwurst,” he clarified. “And cold dark beer.” A 

consolation. 

The computer had booted up in his absence, and there 

was email waiting from Cleveland Alabama. Details of the 

faculty meeting he’d left early the day before. Peter liked 

the provost, resonated with having responsibility for a dif-

ficult task. He prayed for the man’s son, too, as he did for 

every prodigal he knew. Odd, how many wayward children 

populated that second generation of people in kingdom 

work. A problem of Biblical proportion, really, dating back 

to before the kings and patriarchs.  

What caused this trouble? No single source, no quick 

answer—and so, no facile solution, either. Idolatry was an 

early issue; still a modern problem? Perhaps in the matter 

of sacrifice, so revered in contemporary ‘ministry’ circles. 

Indeed, the very word should have set off sirens, for sacri-

fice was what idols demanded, but God eschewed. A heart 

given over more than an action performed, or a bauble ren-

dered—that was God’s desire. So did results push one back 

to causes? Were altars things of our own making, rather 

than God’s?  

Peter counseled himself to take care with verdicts. He 

had no experience with children of his own, and was doubt-

ful of counsel or judgment offered by those who merely 

watched from a comfortable distance. Nor did he have a 

clear line of sight into other hearts. He snorted. His own 

heart was often a mystery. Prayer, mercy, grace—these he 

could give freely and often, and they were better gifts. 

A touch of the calendar icon showed him the day 

ahead. His regular morning meeting with student chaplains; 

lunch with trustees who were visiting; the class on homilet-
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ics (and a need to finish the grading for that class); devo-

tions with the lacrosse team; an hour at his desk preparing 

for the annual lecture on the Church year he would give the 

following week in chapel.  

The last of these tapped his Anglican roots, and while 

the administration permitted—even applauded—his efforts 

at broadening the University’s denominational reach, he 

also expected certain of the trustees might still wish to raise 

questions about the need for extra-canonical celebrations. 

His day would end without supper at home, as he was on 

duty with the volunteer fire department this week. 

He pushed back from his desk, the leather chair gliding 

easily on the tiled floor, and spun to face the window. A 

heron at the river bank, its large eye unblinking, stood sen-

try in the shade of a weeping cherry. Rolling water carried 

leaves and twigs, broke on jutting rocks to throw off sparks 

of sunlight. Feeders hanging from the maple attracted mi-

gratory birds and locals without discriminating. That blue 

head, red body—a painted bunting? He lifted binoculars 

from the deep sill to check. 

Returning to his chair, mind refreshed by beauty, Peter 

bowed his head. He recalled the calendar on the glowing 

screen. A prayer for this day, then: the people, the troubles, 

and the joys he would meet in it.  
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“On Tuesday, we talked about words, about collecting 

nouns, verbs, and adjectives so that you have a storehouse 

from which to draw.” Dieter Giles pulled the black Mole-

skine notebook from his pocket. “You all should have one 

of these, and by this point in the term, a number of its pages 

should be full. This book,” he said, holding it aloft, “is your 

map, your compass. It is your whole grain, no high fructose 

corn syrup energy bar. When you set off on your journey of 

artistic creation, you pack it along, and it is what you first 

consult. As you hack your way through the undergrowth of 

ideas, this will sustain you. When you are tempted to stray 

into the land of cliché or find yourself hopelessly entangled 

by rampant metaphors (he paused for the briefest of grins) 

or get lost in the swamps of lackluster descriptions, this 

will point you to true north.”  

He walked in front of the lectern and scowled at the 

class. “Both the quantity and the quality of your collection 

will be factors in your grade.” 

At the mention of ‘grade’, drooping eyelids snapped 

open, tapping and scrolling on tablets ceased for a moment, 

and those staring at blooming magnolia trees outside swiv-

eled to face Dieter. Some words still possessed magic.  
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Giles returned to the note cards assembled on the 

slanted surface of his lectern. “Today, sentences—the 

building blocks of paragraphs, each of which should con-

tain at least three of the former.” Diligent students scribbled 

this dictum, while others looked up, their eyes telegraphing 

confusion. Searching his brain for the next right sentence, 

Giles scowled again. Today, he was having difficulty main-

taining focus.  

Usually he enjoyed sessions with budding writers, but 

today, the novel was churning in his mind. This made con-

centration nearly impossible. The novel. Not one of his fake 

books, but a piece of serious art, tugging at his soul, clam-

oring for attention. He checked the clock at the back of the 

room and kept talking, switching to autopilot for a lecture 

he had delivered dozens of times. Sentences need nouns, 

verbs, and adjectives. Use adverbs abstemiously (here Giles 

would tap his Moleskine and warn students against includ-

ing too many ‘–ly’ words). Build paragraphs with sentenc-

es. Restrict the number of ideas each paragraph holds. Keep 

it simple. Yes, many good writers break these rules, but 

only after developing familiarity with the standard forms, 

so don’t skip that crucial step. Walk before you run, can 

that clock move any slower?  

The bell rang. Giles quelled the urge to whoop or to 

sigh, forcing himself instead to gather his note cards. He 

called out a reminder about next week’s assignment. Often 

he stayed to chat with students eager for more coaching; 

today, he was heading south, and every minute mattered. If 

he got in front of traffic, he’d be at the Fells in time to set 

up on the porch and write as the sun set. Then he’d move 

inside, lay a fire, and hammer away until midnight. Sleep a 
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few hours, meet dawn with coffee and pound the keyboard 

until supper—which he would eat with Lee and the kids, 

who’d be coming after school let out. The next twenty-six 

hours were fully subscribed. Maybe Lee wouldn’t arrive 

until after dark. 

He plotted the novel’s next chapter while blasting 

down the highway. Good sense demanded one focus on 

one’s swiftly (occasional adverbs were permitted) changing 

environment, but hurtling along on this pocket rocket 

opened a new channel of creativity that threatened those 

cautions. At best, his brain registered what happened 

around him while simultaneously crafting dialog, evaluat-

ing plot lines. He kept a notepad strapped to the handlebars 

just in case, but rarely wrote as he rode. So long as he got a 

few quiet minutes upon arriving, he could lay down ideas 

and phrases that had popped up during the trip. 

Giles crossed the Florida border. Over on 95, smooth 

blacktop and enormous billboards announced the transition 

into Nirvana; the first welcome center offered cheap tickets 

for attractions along with plastic cups of free orange juice. 

The back road Dieter preferred was more casual. Its only 

clues to the change of local governments were hand-

lettered signs nailed to trunks of pines that rose forty feet 

before bursting into a ball of scrubby branches. Leaving 

Georgia, said the first. Entering Florida, read the second. 

You sure? asked the third.  

A narrow bridge took him over the Saint Marys River, 

a lazy run of water that separated two states and connected 

Okefenokee Swamp to the Atlantic. Dieter slowed to sixty 

so as not to launch the bike, but still got air. He’d bought a 

cabin on the Florida side with advances from his fake 
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books. It had been a dump, sold at a sheriff’s sale. Later 

books allowed Lee to furnish it with battered leather sofas, 

knotted rugs, brass lamps, mission tables; she put wicker on 

the porches. Lee also painted, installed ceiling fans, added 

an outside shower. She was handy in ways he was not.  

Dubbing it ‘the Fells’ was Lee’s idea, a carryover from 

her native New England. She’d carved a plaque from maple 

planed at her parents’ place, covered it in marine varnish, 

and fixed it with brass bolts to the stone column at the end 

of the driveway. But every month or so, when Dieter’s 

friends descended, the place went by a different name: Styx 

and Stones. Styx, for the river that fed the Saint Marys; 

Stones on account of the music that played in the boat-

house. 

They’d be coming, this motley crew, on Saturday. That 

meant losing nearly a day at the keyboard, on account of 

having to get ready. Rake leaves, nests, and the camp litter 

of backpackers who crashed there when he wasn’t around 

out of the boathouse. Hook up a power line from the house. 

Start the smoker. Lee and the kids went their own direc-

tions. She had projects; this time it was laying up a brick 

wall against old paneling in the dining room. The kids 

would ride his bike into the city to visit cousins and proba-

bly stay over for church, unless Lee managed to conscript 

one or both to help her.  

His friends would start arriving Saturday afternoon, up 

from Jax, over from Valdosta. According to email, Curtis 

was supposed to ride his soft tail down from Savannah, but 

that was never certain. Dieter looked forward to this gather-

ing, despite the cost. He hoped the Muse would bestow a 
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blessing tonight and tomorrow. He hoped Lee and the kids 

would be late. 

The sun promised a couple more hours of daylight 

when he pulled into the driveway. Dieter coasted to a stop 

in front of palettes of bricks that sat in the turnout. Lee’s 

weekend project. He dropped the side stand of his bike, 

pressed the garage door’s remote pulled from his jacket’s 

pocket, slid off. Then he reached into the panniers for his 

computer bag.  

Inside, the service had set fresh flowers on the dining 

room’s claw foot table; they’d filled a brass wash tub next 

to the fireplace with split live oak. Dieter grabbed a lager 

from the fridge and opened a slider facing the river. The 

deck had been brushed clean of pine needles and Spanish 

moss. While the computer booted up, he stacked a second 

cushion on the patio chair, took a pull from the long-necked 

bottle. A chime announced the machine was ready. He’d 

check email later.   

 

 

Dieter’s undergrad degree was in business. Since high 

school, he had wanted to be a writer, but nobody in his or-

bit thought that was practical. Did he know anyone in that 

profession? Could he name any writers from his neck of the 

woods who made a living off books? Unable to defend his 

idealism, Dieter, one of the few college-bound kids in his 

generation back home, had bowed to pressure, spoken and 

otherwise, exerted by family and friends. But evenings, af-

ter completing reading assignments and group projects, he 

would fill notebooks with stories in the privacy of a library 

carrel. 
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His first job out of college had been with an actuarial 

firm. Jews from middle Europe, the partners in this firm 

expected employees to arrive on time and stay at their 

desks until closing. It was a pattern they modeled and held 

to rigorously. Six days you shall labor, they said, quoting 

Scripture. And not a minute less. 

Dieter had not thrived there. But he did learn to ana-

lyze data and to trust numbers which, coupled with his in-

terest in reading and writing, raised a question. Was it pos-

sible to predict a best-seller? He collected lists of popular 

books; he observed which displays caught people’s atten-

tion during visits to stores and libraries. He made a spread-

sheet, with titles next to authors’ names, and in a third col-

umn, how they ranked according to standard lists. With 

some digging, he found sales figures which he penciled into 

boxes. 

A pattern emerged. While Dieter dreamed about writ-

ing literary fiction, the real action, sales-wise, was in pulp 

novels and the category of ‘self-help’. Among those latter 

books, he noticed that top ten titles shared a slim list of 

verbs, adjectives, and nouns. A hypothesis formed, which 

led to an experiment.  

Dieter dusted off notes from a marketing class in col-

lege, sketched an outline of twelve chapters on choosing 

and getting along with a pet. Transferring that to a format 

someone else could decipher, he queried a few houses in 

New York. When three wrote back interested, Dieter spent 

evenings after work and Sundays after church bashing out 

the manuscript.  

He had started a serious book, an austere novel about 

family trauma, exile, oppression. Sentences formed at a 
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glacial rate; his art took time. This upstart effort, this exer-

cise in irony, fell out entire in less than a month, during his 

commute into the city. He mailed it in under a pen name, so 

his family wouldn’t be embarrassed. When a contract ar-

rived in the mail a couple weeks later, the advance equaled 

what the actuarial firm paid him for a quarter. He was both 

elated and depressed. 

Cynical, quizzical, he pushed out a cook book. His re-

search had picked up on the back to nature craze; the same 

publisher took it, paying him half again what the first ad-

vance had been. A third book, about a chef turned private 

investigator, garnered another sizable check. Trapped now 

between the money and his ideals, Dieter scoured newspa-

pers and magazines for an agent, to hand off the business 

side of deals. This would free more time for his legitimate 

writing, he told himself. A woman who worked out of an 

office in New Jersey agreed to his terms. With her help, he 

got an advance for the next book that allowed him to quit 

his job with the legalistic actuaries and enroll in grad 

school for writing. He kept the pen name. 

Dieter found an MFA program that revolved around 

writing novels; his literary fiction got published a few 

months after graduation. That gave him courage to keep 

writing, but royalties off his real book were miniscule. 

Slumming for thrillers and self-help paid far better, and the 

ideas for such books appeared unbidden. The one on diet 

and money management, for instance. A magazine picked it 

up; a TV program called about an interview. The book 

blew up. 

It wouldn’t last; he’d be found out and forced to return 

the money. His writing career would go down in flames. A 
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balcony full of vividly imagined hecklers—people he knew 

from family reunions and high school—pestered him with 

comments about needing a steady job. They knew him to 

be a hack, a pretender. 

Dieter went into teaching. 

He started at a state school in North Carolina, with 

three overloaded sections of freshman comp. Cramped of-

fice, summers off, retirement, medical, and a regular 

paycheck. Colleagues applauded his commitment to spare 

and serious fiction; novels published every few years fit his 

college professor persona and received favorable reviews, 

but generated sales hovering south of modest. Part of most 

weekends and most evenings in August he gave to the fluff. 

One summer, just to see if he could, he bashed out a who-

dunit in a week. His books sold like drugs; royalties rolled 

in like storm tides, high and regular. They paid cash for the 

river house, they traveled, they established college funds 

for the kids.  

The pen name meant almost no one knew of this in-

come; better yet, nobody disturbed his privacy. Teaching at 

a state school kept him stable, but it also meant large clas-

ses and pressure for tenure, neither of which appealed to 

Dieter. He took a semester off, to wind through National 

parks in an RV with Lee and the kids. During that break a 

friend had phoned him about a tiny place in southern Geor-

gia. Low pressure, friendly students. Dieter had applied, got 

accepted, left North Carolina without a whimper. Five 

years at UDays had passed agreeably.  
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Soccer ran late, traffic backed up, and Lee had pulled in 

long after dark Friday evening. Carrying inside the cooler 

she’d brought full of pork shoulders for the smoker, Dieter 

tried to be sympathetic.  

“Nice try, buddy,” Lee said. “But I know your type.” 

She looked at the glowing laptop sitting on the dining room 

table. “Progress?” 

The next morning, he rose before dawn, slammed 

down coffee, ran three miles. Nobody stirred til ten, so he 

wrote more chapters before joining Lee in the kitchen. Af-

ter pancakes, maple syrup the in-laws shipped down from 

Vermont, and too much bacon, he changed gears. By late 

afternoon on Saturday, the boathouse thudded with music 

and 40-something men blowing off steam. 

“How goes the war, professor?” Terry, a lawyer from 

Jacksonville, put the question to Dieter as he stepped into 

the ramshackle lean-to with another bucket of peanuts. This 

tottery building was long past its prime, but Dieter couldn’t 

bear to knock the thing down. Nor did he want Lee to touch 

it, for fear her impeccable taste would obliterate its shaggy 

charm. Dieter sank into the frayed canvas chair he’d vacat-

ed earlier. 
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“Same old. Dean’s hot on new technology for our de-

partment, wants everyone going paperless. Can you imag-

ine writers without paper?” Dieter snorted. Even though 

most of what he composed resided in the ether, he valued 

his notebooks and retained a healthy suspicion of electronic 

storage and delivery systems. He also refused to give up on 

printed books, despite the proliferation of tablets and other 

paraphernalia.  

“That and my students are worse every year. Dangling 

modifiers, run-on sentences, split infinitives, mixed meta-

phors—it’s like high school completely ignores the basics. 

Couple that with how these kids think anything they write 

is worthy of instant publication, and disaster for the world 

as we know it is imminent.” 

Terry nodded. “Curse of the internet. Everyone’s a 

writer, nobody’s a critic.” He scooped out a handful of pea-

nuts, cracking shells between uncalloused fingers. “But 

hey, you want stories, come to court with me some after-

noon.” He threw empty husks into an oil barrel where 

they’d light a fire later that evening. “Speaking of which, 

what are you writing these days?” 

Dieter nodded. “A novel about pre-Castro Cuba.” A 

crash at the far end of the boathouse drowned out his next 

words. Kyle, the group’s largest member, had been reach-

ing for a bottle when his folding chair buckled, throwing 

him to the floor. That set him to howling with laughter. 

Davy Park, Kyle’s height, but more square than round, 

reached a hand down to help the other man stand. While 

Davy brushed pine needles off Kyle, Dieter read the back 

of his aqua t-shirt. Nobody Trains to Lose. Kyle checked 
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his elbows and shins, then his hands shot up like a referee 

signaling a field goal.  

“No blood, no foul,” he roared, his face red. Feet 

stomped, bottles clinked.  

When Dieter’s conversation with the lawyer didn’t re-

sume, he decided to check on the smoker. He hadn’t told 

Terry about the fake books stacking up like cord wood, like 

jumbo jets waiting to land, like bees around honeysuckle, 

like—  

Maybe he should hire a secretary to take dictation.    

Titles popped out, conjured from words and phrases 

his internet research generated, like Better Golf, Health, 

and Sex: Your Sure-Fire Guide to Shaving Strokes, Losing 

Weight, and Unleashing Your Inner Casanova. The book 

would write itself, and he’d hate himself all the way to the 

bank. Dieter knew he would be outed soon, knew the mar-

ket for this drivel was headed for certain collapse. Thank-

fully, he had a real job.  

 

 

Upriver, the St. Marys widened to a small lake, so chairs in 

the boathouse turned west as afternoon segued into even-

ing. Boisterous argument calmed with the approaching sun-

set before subsiding altogether. Peanut shells no longer 

crunched underfoot; music died at the flip of a switch. 

Scrub pines formed silhouettes, backlit by the orange disk; 

a contrail in the robin’s egg sky caught fire. Gulls wheeled 

overhead, drawn by food. Smoke curled from the chimney 

of a house across the river, where lights burned yellow in 

the windows. Pork shoulder smoldered, mouths watered. 
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Dieter loved this place, was glad to come as often as he 

could. When friends could join him, all the better. True, his 

work suffered on account of them being there, but he had 

no end of work. He lifted the cooler’s lid, cracked another 

beer, and closed the curtains on the gallery of finger-

wagging Welsh and German relatives in his mind. Work 

would be with him always; occasions to relax were more 

rare, and deserved savoring. 

Mosquitos arrived with the dusk, so moments after the 

sun slipped below the horizon, the bug zapper got plugged 

in and punk candles got lit. Springsteen got cranked up to 

eight and the good-natured arguments about politics and 

theology resumed, punctuated by slaps and gentle curses. 

Cigar tips glowed. Glasses clinked. Sandals scraped splin-

tery boards. 

Dieter pulled the bottom pan out of the smoker and 

poured in soggy chunks of hickory. He added beer from his 

bottle to the pan. The fire was low, so he tore open another 

bag of briquettes. For Dieter, hospitality was gauged by 

how many pounds of charcoal he went through in a season.  

After sliding the sloshing pan of hickory and beer back 

in over the glowing coals, he opened a door on the smok-

er’s side to poke the pork shoulder with a long-handled 

fork. Another half hour. Dieter latched the little door, then 

hung the fork from a hook on the grill rack he’d had built 

into the dock. Stretching, he inhaled air tanged by salt, tast-

ed it, felt it sting his throat. Then he grabbed his bottle from 

the deck and stared into the darkening river. 

“So Dieter, ol’ buddy.” Davy Park had left the boat-

house to check progress on dinner’s main course. “A guy 

told me this joke made me think of you.” 
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Dieter hardly heard what Davy was saying. This was 

common: one minute he was engaged by some task, and the 

next, a sound or smell or memory had catapulted him into 

another world. Where was his Moleskine? 

“What’s the difference between a writer and a large 

pizza?” 

If Dieter didn’t write this down soon, it would be gone. 

There was a pen clipped to the neck of his shirt but no pa-

per. Wait, a scrap in the back pocket of his shorts, enough 

for a phrase, a color. That would allow him to capture the 

idea, tie it down so he could examine it more closely later. 

Davy snorted. “A large pizza can feed a family of 

four.” His laugh exploded before he turned to walk back to 

the boathouse. 

“If he only knew.” Terry had sidled over to listen. He 

watched Davy’s retreat. Then looking at his friend, he 

asked, “You OK?” 

“I’m fine. Just got sideswiped by the Muse is all.” 

Terry pointed. “How many is that?” he asked, indicat-

ing Dieter’s bottle. 

“My second.” And half of it had gone to soaking the 

wood chips, sacrificed to the cause. 

“New project?” 

Dieter nodded.  

“Not the Cuba novel?” 

The writer smirked as he smoothed the crumpled re-

ceipt and began to scribble. Terry was one of very few who 

knew of Dieter’s clandestine literary efforts, since Dieter 

had asked for his help in reviewing contracts with his agent 

and publishers.  
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 “Same series as before—with the hair-dresser who 

moonlighted as an assassin? Sequel to—what did you call 

it? Something about—” 

“Brush with Death,” Dieter said. 

“Yeah. Going with that crew this time around?” 

Dieter tipped the long neck for a sip. Two was plenty. 

“Nah. Four of those was enough. Starting something new.” 

“Uh-huh?” Terry prodded. 

“Police procedural, by the numbers. Shady politicians, 

small-time hoods getting squeezed by a cartel, two blondes 

and a redhead, brooding ex-cop discovers his kid from a 

marriage gone belly up is missing. Guns, knives, and a 

body count that keeps the morgue on overtime. Our hero is 

bloody but unbowed. Used to be a gymnast. Stoic, but in 

need of love, or at least attention.” 

Terry smiled. “I think I read that. Or saw it last week 

with my kids at the multiplex. Got a title yet?” 

Dieter rocked the bottle’s thick glass bottom on the 

grey boards of the grill rack. “Today I like Remains to be 

Seen.”  

The attorney chuckled. “You teach at a Christian col-

lege, right?” 

“Your point?” 

“Some days I think I should stop lawyering for you 

and go straight to blackmail.”  

 


